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0 England a avieh Engliih Threats fi h, 


E. France in That her Liberty maintains; 
I Br Gangs, at leaſt, are free from Foreign Chains, 


RO LOG UE. 


Spoken by Mr. VILXVS. 


UR Author, of his Raral Muſe afraid, 

Calls in, Ta-night, plain Sonnet to his Aid. 
I. Scheme, I told him, might ſome Fudzment Meru. 
(alt be have call'd in Skiiful Faices too. | 
5 that be an ſtuer . — Let your Sounds hate Senſe. 


4 tate auh, gell deu d, for Excellence. J 
i wt our Nice Performance it the Thing ; | 
Gut Songs will always Candid Hearers Wirz: 
Prvided--ave find Airs, wubich ther Them eves man /in7. 

4 Engliſh Song, id fang. wil! pleaſe Goog-natare : 

u de ſome Delight, to knoxe you ſing it better. | 
F Sings are barmle/s Reveis of the Heart, _ . | 
Ws ould our Nati ve Tongue not bear its Fart? CK 
Fr after learned Warblers mu/t <ve pant, * 
4 dat on Airs, which only They can chaunt ? 
Vithinks bævere hard, if, in the cheerful Spring, 
Vere none but Nightingales alla to ing“ 

fre Lark, the Sparrew, and the plain Cuchoa, 
Hove all an Equal Right, te Chirp, and Wa : 


4¹ Peers and Peaſants fing their Native Strains. 

ler was, even Here, auben D'Urfey wamp'd a Song, 
lie ame the Courtier and the Cobler ſung. 

Nat ebe our Connoiſſeurs may love Champagne; 

kt never Engliſh 4% ga down again? 

Kot xo Mouths drink, but what at Taverns dine? 

Ul Pockets reach not Honeſt Jephſon's Wine. 

| , of late, yon de given our Hopes ſome Ground, 
lixe plain October has jour Favour found, _ 
Wo Troth ! n mend your Draught, and let old Songs 


e round. 
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SCENE, the Arcadian Fields. 


Love in a RID DLE 
„ PASTORAL 


ACTI. SCENE I. 
ARCAS al. 

h Ancas. 

41! t the riſing Day! Hail! waking 
189 Nature! 

re yerdant Plains, ye Hills, and fertile 
= ol Valleys, 

28 Ye lowing Herds, and fieecy blexting 


8 Loves a» Riobrz. 

The Sing of laſhncy. Sommer of Vank, : 
e rea Autumn of experienc'd Man, 

Down forthe winter of unacking Ape, 

T0020 EP Comforts of a genial 
„ .-- (FOG 

Such are the Bleſſings from thy Beams receiv'd, 

And theſe, O Plus! are the Thanks we pay thez 


gon ſinging within. 
Hark! from the Vale, I hear the Jovial Voice 
Of gen, blyth, and luſty, as the Summer, 
Wer tenting 6 «6s Braden of dis Yate 
| Jocund he comes, and chanting to the Day, 
With friendly Gratulation- -gon, Hail! 


Enter Egon. 
Health, and the Bleſſings of the Morn, be thin. 
Eg. Why ay, my Lord! this Day is bleſt inked! 

It gave you Life, and me the beſt of Friends; 
And to that Friend I owe my jovial Heart. 


AIR I. 


Ye Nymphs, and Swain, 
Wi h Melody hail the Day; 
Male Helyday round the Plams, 
Ali jollily dance and play. 

T his happy, glorious Sun 
Gave to your Fields a Lerd, 

Of all your Hopes the Crown, 

Let the Kan tos all ſo dea 

With rural Pan be ſuns : 
To the next, and next good Year, 

Here may he live Blaſt, and Long. _ 


Are. Thanks to thy Love: thy jolly Voice, i 
As is the Billow Fg the Beach, 5 


E 
d, 
J 
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Love i# a Rieprx. 


wires the Images of Pleaſure paſt, 
Fhen Mirth and Revels were excus'd by Youth. 
| Xx. Excus'd by Youth, 


Lord ! You make me 
|; there a ſtated Time, in this Life, [\mile 2 
That makes it Wiſdom to be ſad, 
or Weakneſs to be happy? No: 
ia Policy, or Guile, diſguiſe their Face! 
zu Honefty dares hold it to the Sun 
kay we have Cauſe for Gladneſs, and not ſhew it? 
K;s't not this happy Day that gave you Birth 2 
lie 00 not Lord of theſe Arcadian Plains: 
Where, like the Subſtitute of Heav'nly Power, 
You dole the Bleſſings you from thence receive, 
u make a People, by your Bounty, happy. 
Yet not more bleſt by Bounty, than Example : 
your Life has taught thoſe Virtues, you reward. 
lud is not this a © auſe for general Joy: 
he you not till the ſame belov'd Lord Arcas ? 
ue you not ſtil] that honeſt Nobleman ? 
Art. Suppoſe me ſo 
Ef. — Why then, my Lord, let thoſe 


| kad, who never wore but half that Title! 


Let our Corinthian Lords be Grave, and Graceleſs: 


| The Privilege of Honeſty is Mirth! 


Arc. Vet Charity becomes the Cheerful too. | 
8 Sir, begins, where their Court · Friend 
bs os. 


p 
k home: Therefore I ſay we're happier Men, 


let only Happy, as we're better too: 


Shall Virtue then not taſte her Benefits > 


Kall only Knaves and ſpendthrift Heirs be jovial? 
Tae Cheerſulneſs of Knaves is Impudence! 
Have Courts a Joy, like ſound Integrity? 
When they ſhew that, I'll own em wiſe ; till when, 
Let us be plainly pleas'd with Happineſs. 

4. O gen! were I capable of Envy, 
Tix Turn of Mind would tempt me to repine! 

" "Sv Why 


10 Los is 4 Riot. 
Why have not I this cheerful Taſte of Lik) 
Why ſeems my Plenty lefs than thy ſmall Store) 
_ are my Wants? where are my Wiſhes bounded} 
And yet 
»Twere happier to be gon, than be Arces. 
Hg. You make me triumph o'er your Learning ' 
You, whe have all Philoſophy can wiſh, 
Have made a Man much happier than your felf, 
By giving him a Tythe of your Poſſeſſions. 
Arc. Wouldſt thou have more? 
Eg. — More than enough, Sir? No. 
To crave, is Poverty; Comtentment, Riches : 
Your Tythe's almoſt too much for me. [Nane, 
Arc. Thus Riches, when not wanted, loſe their 
Ag. And, when poſleſs'd by Prodigals, their font. 
Even ſo it is, not Wealth, nor Wiſdom, Sir, 
"Tis Conſtitution gives us Happineſs: 
Mature has made You Penſive, and Me Sanguine: 
Youthink your Virtues are a wiſe Man's Duty, 
And therefore wear them, with a ſerious Brow; 
Now, Sir, the Few, that I can boaſt, I think 
Are Bleflings too, therefore as ſuch, enjoy them. 
l 
He that wears 4 Heart 
Void of Art, 
Has Foys unknown 
To the graateſt Men; 
Who, Nine in Ten, 
Fereath their Greatne/s groan. 
Riches are fine things, 
That have I ings, 
And will away: 
But an bone Mind 
Will ever nd 
Cantens will with it ſtay. 
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all the Frowns of Fortune bear, 
18 "Sed ae bro do hoe 


ce. Griefs I have none, but I confeſs have Fears, 
Ind Doubts, that fill me wi h Anxiety. 
fave we not each our Children's Happineſs 
In are? The Criſis of their Fate is now. [pineſs ? 


12 Lovz ix RID Dru. 
Have they not been, from Infancy, Companions 
Their Leſſons, Labours, and chez. Sports the = 
Have I not watchd them, with a jealous Eye} 
Yet never found a Warning, to ſuſpect them. 
At length, their blooming | riendſhip pays its Promiſe, 
Obeys the Seaſon, and matures to Love. 
Whence then this anxious Doubt of their Miſdoing? 
Arc. Perhaps, dear & gen, I'm too diffident: 
For though w.'ve chang d our Children, to prevent 
In mine the confcious Pride of Birth; in thine, 
To aid, with Birth, the Sentiments of Virtue: 
Yet Nature ſtill may be miſ-led by Fortune: 
Thus mine, believing gon is their Sire, 
With views of [Intereſt may diſſemble Love, 
Which unſuſpicious Innocence may hear; 
So thine, ſuppoſing Arcas is their Father, 
In ſcorn to mingle with inferior Blood, 
May {light thoſe Virtues, which deſerve their Love. 
Ag. Theſe Apprehenſions might in Courts be ju: 
But here, where Love, without Ambition, reigns, 
"Tis not bigh ' i:th, or Lands, or number'd Flocks, 
But Wealth of Virtue in the Fair and Young, 
That gives the Nymph her Charms, the Swain his Ment 
1 AIR III. | 
Let Wealth and Power enſlave the Great, 
Nhe e Hearts are barter d for a Name: 
Here love alone can Love cr ate; | 
And Truth ſupp ies the laſt ing Flame. | 
Arc. Sti, I'm inclin'd to have their Virtue i: Be th 
True Love is better known, by Grief, than Joy, 
A: Hope is often meafur'd by our Fear. 
Tieretore but not without my Friend adviſing) 
1 have ſome th ughts of offering thy Paſio's 
The noble Vhil:mon's Heir, the gay Phiuantws, 
poliſht in Courts, and sKill'd in Vanities; 
If then her Heart can ſtoop to ſuch a Lure we Tue 


Lovs ia « Rippts. 13 


Eg. I take your Meaning; and as juſt approve it: 
H. when you offer to her Arms Philautss, 
the ſhews a ear, that you may force her Will, 
That Fear will force her Love to own Amyntas » 
If ſhe admit Phicarrus, imyntas, then, 
Will well eſcape a aid, below his Love, 
And the proud Girl with her own Choice be puniſht x 


| Then, let her hence to blaze in Courts: Vain Wives 


And ſhallow Husbands are no Monſters there. 

Arc. Yet hope a b tter Conſequence : The Maid 
Wants no Attraction, that commends her Sex. 
Nor do I name Phi autus, that I doubt her; 

But that her Virtue may have Luſtre from her Choice, 


And, to Philautus, poor Amyntas be preferr'd. 


Eg. My Life, then, anſwer, that her Choice 
contents you; | 
The gaudy, tinſel Merit of Philautus 


Will have a tarniſht Hue, to your Amyntas Virtue. 


AIR IV. 
Our Nymphs on the Plains 
Among Swain 
Have their Joys, that no Courts ever gate: 
Where the Marricd, is Chains, 
And long Trains, 
Carry Sorrow, in Pomp, to their Grave. 


Arc. Thy Confidence, my Friend, has quell'd my 


Fears. 


Ze then, for Amyntas fake, Paſtora prov'd: 


fut we have fc ill our younger born unfixt : 
How ftand we there in tiope ?--- - 

2. — If I gueſs right, 
A tender Paſſion too is kindling there: 
lanthe ſeems of late reſerv'd to his: 
The Youth more penſive, and the Nymph more gay: 
Tae uſual Conſequence of Love declar'd, 
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| * 

des 

And urges the Evad 
im purſue: I would not wiſh the Mak { 4 

is Summons, yield to h Birth, My 


comes ; from him perhaps 


Ep. none Seay 3 
I have a while, my Son, to talk with thee. 
You ſee, my Lerd, even Maids in Love 


. —— Come near, 


Health, and the Rays of many a ſmiling Mort, 
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If they're unjuſt, condemn ; if not, forgive 
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[ Aſide. 
eplies ? be full, I lay, 
Idbis' Love. 

an. The Precepts you have taught me reach no 
lar on my Doubts; for I am yet to learn, [farther. 
That Duty can diſpenſe with braken Frienſhip. 


Lill he declares he loves, am I accuſe him? 


them. 
Arc. The faithful Boy! gon, I muſt embrace him! 
live m, Youth, thy deareſt Father's Arms 
Neer held thee to his Heart with fonder Joy. 
oo I eu apps, my Lord, 


Arc. O en Friend indeed ! | 
How ſhall I thank thy Care for ſuch a Son? --- | pare. 
Thy Fear, amyntas, to unfold thy Friend, 

Commends thy Truth, and merits his Eſteem. 
However, to preſerve thy Faith vublemiſh'd, 

| give thee, with my Hand, my Word, whate'er 
Thy Candour ſhall inform me of his Love, 
My Boy ſhall never think a Wrong to him, 
Nor find, from me, Occaſion to reproach thee. 


16 Lovs i « RipDbLe. 
Am. This, Sir, unties my Tongue; my 
Like a fair Volume open ro your Reading. [Thoughn, 
Arc. Thou ſaidſt he never told thee, that he vd 
Am. Never _ | 
Arc. Yetthou believ'ſt his Grief is Love? 
Am. Alas, my Lord, a Youth fo happy in 
His Sire, lo fam d for Virtue, Birth, and Feature, 
What ſtrange Misfortune can diſturb, but Love? 
Arc. Speak without Fear! Love is a venial Fraily 
Am. *Tis true, when kindled by an Object worthy ; 
But Nature calls not Wiſdom to her Council, ; 
And ſometimes chuſes with a Youthful Eye. 
#9. Be brief, and name the Nymph, that has 
Am. Let me not wrong him, Sir; | may miſtake [hin 
Her Name, which yet I have declin'd to know, 
g. What were thy Reaſons to avoid that Secret) 
Am. Becauſe | feag'd, if known, my Duty might 
Compell me, at the riſque of his Eſteem, | 
T' inform a tender Father ot his Weakneſs. [blameful? 
Arc. Thou then hai Cauſe to think his Paſſes 
Am. What ſha!l i fay ? For you, my Lord, are twice 
My sire, a Father to my Sire, and me! 
Nay more, you honour him with Friendſhip! 
I too have a Friend, and would deſerve him! 
O whom ſhall I oblige! whom dare r'offend 
Arc. Neither, Amyntas; both ſhall be oblig'd. 
Am. Pardon my Doubts ; but fince your Wal 
rts me, | 
Take my Suſpicions, as my Eyes have caught them. 
Arc. Give me the Nymph, whom thou ſuſp-&'|t be 
An Since I muſt ſpeak . Ianthe, Sir, my Siiter, [lov 
With undeſigning Charms, I fear, has ſeiz 
His youthful Heart; yet ſhuns the glorious Prize. 
Arc. lis well, Amyntas -I am ſtill in Temper: . 
And ſince my Word has wrought thee to this Truſt, 
Dar ſt thou yet make me farther Creditor, 
And, by a more implicit Faith, oblige me? 


1 


a 


Lovs n RI Dor. 
4 A Confidence in you, is ſcarce a Merit; 
yours when ask'd, by Virtue, are conferr'd. 
| fre. Thus then, Amyntas hen thou find' my Son, 
in friendly Converſe, would diſcloſe hi Love ; 
Iadine to hear him, and condole his Sorrows : 
ii when he names 7arthe, as their Cauſe, 
Turn to Amazement, and reprove his Weakneſs! 
| Hillike, object, diſcourage, blaſt his Hope 
Urge my Piſpleaſure, and laxthe's Scorn ! 
lecount Examples of clandeſtine Love, | 
Vhoſe joyleſs Hours have groan'd in live-long Woe 
zu all the Terrors of Miſtreſs before him, 
had leave the Guidance of his Fate to me. | 
4m. My Lord, you've bound me to a mournful 
Task : | 
Jut fince I know your Nature juſt, and gentle, 
[ will believe you act like Heav'nly Power, 
That ſtrews our way to Happineis, with Thorns : 
dome wondrous Secret, ſure, unripe for Birth, 
| Tho' for a Seaſon wrapt in low'ring Clouds, 
$ Muſt break at laſt, and ſprcad a golden Day. 
rc. Time ſuits not now, to give thee more, Amynias : 
Let it ſuffice that bi is my Hope. 
Mean-while, we leave thee to thy Charge in hand. 
I faichful to thy Truſt, and ſerve thy Friend. 
[Ex. Arc. ad Agon. 
4. Ambiguous till! Yet where remains the Doubt, 
Vhen Arcas has declar'd I ſerve my Friend ? 
In where's the Friend can help forlorn Amyntas ? 
I bhis, ſprung from noble Blood, deſpairs 
That then, Amyntas, is thy wretched Portion! 
$ How-muſt Paſtora, ſhould ſhe know thy Love, 
Redouble all her Scorn for thee, and on 
& Irother's Heart revenge a Brother's Pain? 
Yet why (ſince Love was never deem'd a Crime) 
ſhould Virtue fink abandon'd in Deſpaic 2 4 
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ſmiling Fair, unknowing 


it no Boon, to truſt thee with their Treaſures. 
now, O fatal Avarice of Love 


FF Lr E; 
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XIX VL 


my Love was a Secret, no Swain 
Was ſo bleff, or ſo favonr'd, as 1; 


ut alas ! Flame I reveal'd, 
is als 
[pl 
the N 


aps = 
That comes prepar'd, determin'd to aſſiſt thee. _ 
Name, then, the Nymph, that thus has robb'd thee of 

r 

Has heard, what almoſt ev'ry Tree records ? 

| Rip up my Heart, and read lane there? 

Am. My Sifter! is it poſſible! ls 

Ib. She, ſhe, Amynras, has reſoly'd my Ruin. 

4. Let me ſuppreſs my Wonder, till 1 hear 


Lovßs ia «a RID DIZ. 


20 
Thy Tale : unfold, from firſt to haſt, the Spring, 


The Progreſs, and the Ifſue of thy Hopes. 
Iph. Hear and lament my Fate--- I will not duel, 
Amyntas, with a Lover's Fondneſs on 
Tanthe's Charms, the” on that one Theme 
O [ could talk whole Midnight Moons to waning, 
Am. Proceed : my Patience ſhall indulge thy Fond. 
Iph. Ere yet I was ſuſceptible of Love, [neſs 
Or that her Charms unblown could fear the Lover, 
A ſympathetick Friendſhip join'd our Hearts, 
Our Innocence inſeparable paſs d our Days: 
Nature, atl , with ſoſt Maturity - 
Spread o'er my youthful Check the Manly Down: 
Then, with make Pulſes beat my Heart; 
| New Wiſhes found new Luſtre in her Charms, 
And, on my Gazing, Sighs uncall'd would riſe, 
ann 
I knew ot, then, twas Love; nor till this Hour 
Perhaps had known, but that a fatal Proof 
(Tho? at the Time tranſporting) ſince confirm'd it. 
Am. Tranſporting! Ha! let me conceive thee, Jv. 
Ijh. Miſtake me not; the Proof, tho? ſweet, was 
harmleſs. 
Am. Forgive my Fear, I ought t' have thought it ſa 
Purſue thy Tale 
Iph. — It happen'd on a Day, 
Paſtera, fair Ianthe, and my ſelf 
Their Guide, retuming wearied from the Chace, 


oney 
We lay, whoſe waving — enrich'd t he Air; 
A careful Bee, — the Hive 
With buſy Toil, from — 
Paſtera fearful of his Flight, with Blows 
Miſpent in Air, diſturb'd his : 
The Inſect thus provok'd, with ſudden Rage, 
Darts on her Cheek his ſharp invenom'd Sting. 


The 


TTERNNTEN: 


to Flower flew rounlu. 
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That Love had ſeiz'd thy Heart? 
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The ſhrieking Maid, in Tears, deplor'd her Painz 
When kind Iant he to her Succour flew, 
And to the fiery Wound her balmy Lips 

Verſes of holy and myſterious 


4 cd bequent'® her by the tage Eadbls:) 


On this the Tumour was diſpellF'd, 
And to her Cheek the uſual Roſe return'd. 
4m. Happy Relief! have magick Notes ſuch Power? 
Jut O methinks I feel Paffora's Pain! 
pb. Who would not bear the Pain to uſte the Cure 2 


| No, Amyacas, 1 rather muſt believe 


The Charm receiv'd its Vietue from antes: 
For, ſure ! ſuch Lips whate'er they. touch muſt heal. 
am. But, Ii, how couldſt thou perceive, from thence, 


—— Attend the Sequel. 
Wille 1 Rood — Cure, 
] faw ſuch humid Fervour on her Lips, 


tak viling Feoduels Quin Ges bar Hyco, 
the ſweet 


of every Kiſs, 
Wi fck Delight —T wilt he Wound wy wn 
At length fo painful grew my tender Longing, 
That, on a ſudden, — Con — 5 
In — — 
My Face, I writh'd like one in mortal Pain: 


| The Cauſe inqui:'d, I to lan cry'd, 44A 
Another Bee had pierc'd my 
the unſu'picious of her Skill, berray'd 


raging Lip. 


Her nnocence, iuſhing at her Art, 
hy ſweet Convulſion drew my 


healthy 
o hers, unknowing of the Joys I ſtole; 


| * ſhe found, but what ſhe gave, 


A thouſand Stings he ſhot into my Heart, 

Which ſince confeſs' d, her Scorn 4 © _ -—— AR 
4 What on the Taltant follow 'd this Proceeding 2 
Ne. As to our Home we onward took the way. 


22 Lovs # „ Rio. 
1 fondly ſmiling own'd the happy Fraud, 


3 


Exulted on the her eee 
And, to excuſe impeach” Love! 
At this, a red Confuſion flulh'd her Check, 


darted from ber flaſhing 
Tit mane Concern — 


S d. 


1 belles &, ere the cam d hate, 
Kind Nature md ber Laws und, 
Thas Doves md with the Faltens mate, 

Or Falcons to the Doves be true. 


LITE: FIST METETLALS | 
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Fond Youth, thy wanton Fraud was too 
What leſs than Scorn, could Maiden Shame eus, 
For injur'd Truth, and Innocence betray'd ? 

Ib. O! Amyncas! then l am loſt indeed! 
Reprov'd by thee too, I my ſelf condemn; 
To merit her Diſdain is Miſery 
Am. - - - Nay thea 1 ſtill muſt pity thee? 
| Thy Reſignation yet recalls the Friend, 

And ſooths the jealous Brother to forgive. 
1 O then confirm it by the deareſt 

i lanthe's Heart. 


v7 


T 


Lovz u «a RID IW. 23 


How, i approve 
N. As thou woud ſt— Lover would 
— theſe 
* I weu'd* I miſtake thee ſure — 
wppoſe — — : 
„ hi — 
r 
| K robeeme 0 the Har fre uſer. be 
2 —5 Tn "he — Iphis t 
ay NN 
Thy noble Fath — — 5 
* 8 er is our Houſe's 4 
þ OY A IT 1 "=O 
— early warn'd, and — _ 
Return Duty, * 18 
IX VII. 
* 
W: 
Oppoſe her Beamry, 
With Fame and D 
„ - fy fe 
s the Bane 


df. 


of our Foys : 


_ Poſſeſſeng ; 
foo. — 
I Fly, when, &c. [ 
xi Am. 
Iþb. 
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| "4m. - Lord Arcas will inform thee. 
15. My Father! Proflrate let m. thus revere bits 
Arc. Ariſe, my Son! recover ſo thy Heart, 

| And proſecute thy Love: Thy Friend Amma, 1 K*. 
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App-intment, tempting thy Deſires, 
Vid ſuch fair Praiſes has aden thy Truth. 


*5 


That wy fond Nature earns r indulge thy Vows, 


And, far as my Paternal Sanftion may, 
With Honour in Iantie to complete them. 
*. O kind Amynt as! Didlit thou thus deceive me? 
Art. I know the Treaſures of her Mind, as thou 
; not the Gift of Fortune, or of Rirth. 
| know that Honour is adorn'd by Virtue, 
mn Title is, without it, but a Name: 
Therefore when Virtue prompts thy Heart to love 


kr worldly Views, I give them to the Air! 


*. How ſhall my future Liſe deſerve this Goadnef ! 
O nm! 1 breathe again! and my 


Diſcordant Heart reſumes its Harmony, 


of deny, 
Ey One ſubdu d, 4 Thouſand fly : 
When Hope is once in Sizht, 
All, all the reſt is all Delight ! 


* 
Q unexpected Joy! 
3 tro. 
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Arc. Now, good Amyntas, have | kept my Ward) 
Am. And doubly have rewarded my 
Ia. And yet, las, I fear. Now I may ſpeak, 
My Heart retreats, and trembles to be heard. 
—_ who fn? clad ue he ii appitek | 
Pb. But I in ſuch high Nature have Sa 
Arc. Where the Offence is Love, the coldeft Mail 
Seldom exats R — ſee ſhe comes! 
By her fond Father's Hand conducted chear thy Hear, 


Enter Egon leading Tanthe, aue Hand ſome Time 
| ſilent: Iphis kneeling as 4 Diffance, 
AIR III. 
A lovely Nymph and Swain, 
25 228.9289 
For whoms the reſt, in vain, 
In Love «ere ſigbing. 
No Laſs, ale ſaw the Lauth, 
But found ler Hears in ſouth 
All over Flame and Truth, 
| And for him dying. 
Bur Oh! the Boy 


Turn thy kinder Eye- - - - 
4m. - - - O lend ty Ear. 
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lan. Methinks I ſtand, like a guos 


| * 
once my Pride ! — 


of Love? 
| Friendſhip 1 was the Bloom 
11 Tree perform d. 


et. — ñ— thy Virtue. ſ tune; 
* That thou haſt 


Heart — 1 i. 
IIS , in ty gon. Be thankful! 
ak no more. 
vy but my Heart is free! 1 — 
nne 3 
g. — 
; * * * 
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Howe er my partial Fondneſs may regard 
A Son diſtreſt, I ſtill eſteem thy Virwe; 


c©. 


The Voice of Power, or I 
And leave thee free to 
 1an. If I were capable of hating Ibis, 
This Goodneſs might remove it! No, my Lad, 
1 am not yet fo. blinded by Reſentment, 
But that 1 can allow his Virtue fill 
Pn 
Diſtinguiſn'd by Offence ? With Grief i 
Why are thoſe Virtues only blameable 
To me? 4 e 
b. Couldſt thou behold thy Eyes, lane, 
Thy chiding Wonder of my Crime might ceaſe. 
lan. Admit thy ill-plac'd Flattery were we, 
Fs that Excuſe ſor Fraud, and injur'd Kindne(s? 
For violated Faith, and ſenſual Infult? *' 
wb. How can the Guilr of Ibis taint Jenche? 
lan. O weak Reply ! 'tis not that Maids 
Are innocent; they muſt be thought fo too. 
And ſhe, whoſe vioiated Modeſty 
Forgives, reſents with a diſſembled Anger. 
| AIR XIII. 3 
No, no, to pardon, were but approvmy 
All that the Guilt of Love has done. 
Hearts that &erlook Offences in loving, 
No, no, to pardon, & c. 
2 Vn L * 
Ht humble Rani ß. 
' Is but inviting Offence to go . 
No, , to pardon, &c. | oF” 


Fr. 


Er rrrrer 
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She that diſpenſes 


. 4% Nat the Co 
But makes with Delight the Crime ail her own. 


; 
? Fe No, uc, to pardon, & c. 
Lions and Tigers might be ſooner 
| ni One ode b. ome Ran —1 
down, diſloly og Gol 
| HSA _ her frozen Heart, relieve 
„ and give her Eyes Compaſhon ! 
AIX XY. 


Arc. | fear me, Zgon, 
AS » we have 
ſeems n 


 Vegave, and ſtrains i 
Xz. Give Nature ime! 
; 2 [turn 
ip gon þ- 1-9 This ide of Post may 
Joy SR 2 
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Thou ſeeſt the generous Arcas, and thy Father, 
Though they impoſe not, recommend at leaſt, 
And in their Silence, chide thy Coldneſs. 
lan. Leave me to pauſe--- Vinue! to thee, thusfz,, 
e Now | + 
Suppart . 

Am. I ever, Ibis, now reſume thy Cauſe. a | 
It. lane „ OT yoke 
Of Pardon, let me hope my Puniſhment 
Ar rr 
Divide, if poſſible, the Lover from 
2 and to remember, that I once, 
Was ending Iphis-— wear T | 
{ Offering bis Cre, 

Ian. Accepted Preſents, A - 

In Amity, and therefore ſuit not me: 

Yet ſince, I find, the — thee; 
In Proof, at leaſt, that I Reſentment, 

One Gift I will receive, only One. (me! 
1h. O quick" pronounce thy Pleaſure, and relleve | 
lan. Relieve thy ſelf; on thee Relief depends? 

Now, if thou canſt, divine d Life -w.come, .- 

rr 


156. 
| Jan. Know then, imp uient to redreſs any Wag, 
- this Morn 


And to reſent the Stains of Mi? 
Theſe Words ber facred Oracle prononne'd 2 


* That which He cannot have, han is give; 
« That, which Thou canſt not give, or He dein: 

That which He muſt not have, muſt Thourecere, | 
.... 


Y THF IT 


9 £ | 
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N 2, What jangling Paradoxes rack my Braid 
| Arc. Can Love thro? Riddles only reach 
| their Hearts ? Aſide. 
wsfar, g. When I was young, I alwaysfound it ſo. 
F las, Till this from Ibis She receive, 
[aſe ats never ſhall forgive. 
When tis plain this Riddle reads, 
q » FThen to his Wiſh his Love ſucceeds. 
44 «© Now turn thee, 7þb:s, to thy Art. | 
oy lay e 
an pb from Iant:e fly? * 


Wings and Sers, wit5 gentle Gales, 
Sometimes waſh us to Repoſe; 
But the baniſh” d Lover ſails, 
bn +; wane 
Danger paſt delaghts ; 
A - 7 une; = Lats 
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lan. Tis done! his tender Paſſion is reveabd 
ieee the dive. © Land concadt 2 
Call ner for Pity, bis, of thy Pain; 
_ N. bs pw dy what mine 
* e, by Pride ſuppreſa d, was harder 
Than all thy — ew bande bom 
Vaogul, Nate are ty Laws ofa ! 
we're taught to love, by th reftrain's: 

| While lordly Man no ſooner tn tha 2 
Than he, unblam d, avows the ſoft Deſire, 
Till what, with Pain, we hide, our conſcious Eyabezy 


LO CANS 1 
\ P's - (op - | 


ACT u. Toms L 
4Rc4Sad EGON. | 
Are. (f) £x9n! how ſhall 1 require thy Love? | 


Much for Fmyntas Virtue 
But for Iantſ e more! „ l 


— um never cn gay 

not equal Care of my Paſ# 14 . 

* 
does not Ibis balance your Amyntas? 


Tak 


7 | 
e; 


Tak 


pb aas fo: When Friends, on Friends, coufer, 


That I, my felf, already have unty d it. 
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not of Obligations then, unleſs 
S Agon owes to Arcas/ 
Arc. Let them be mutual then: what Virtue gives 


To give or to receive, is equal Pleaſure. 

tell me, gon, ſpeak thy real Thoughts, 
——— 
Xg. That Education has aſſiſted Nature, 
And giv'n her Prudence to conceal her Love. 
Art. Her Love! why was the Riddle then impos dr 
For, if ſhe loves, her Hopes are there in Hazard 3 ; 
If his never ſhould have Skill to ſolve it, 
On her own Heart her Cruelty recoils. 
. Tis true: but Nature 222 


Who kindly may betray the Truſt to Iptis. 


Arc. Suppoſe ſhe never make that Truſt! - - - 
Be. -- .d Know then. 


2. Ti more than l can reach; explain it 


ir long. 
bon. an the Bb Diſtreſs of 1p%:s, would aft him. 
Arc. V ell! take thy own Courſe, till proper Time 
demand it. 
Now, Zo", turn we to our other Care. 


| Plikures is this Day return'd from Corinth 
h gorgeous Pomp, to make his Conqueſt ſure; 


The Fame he tells me, of my Daughter's Charms, 
Have drawn him from the Croud of Courtly Beauties, 
hoſe Riyal Hearts, in vain, have figh'd to hold him,, 
To hy bis Fortunes at Paſfora's Feet. 
Xe. This Froth and Vanity muſt yield us Sport. 
te, L leave his Polliee, * to chy Charge; 
7 
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Thy Jovial will uon his Pride, 

hed le 1 — 

Nor, for is Feber Ele, ant e div be 
or, 's muſt bis 

FTaſtera ſhall be inform'd of his Arrival : 

wy * their Imerview: | 

re, when he ſees, in form, the Philentus 

No LEES 

Then ſhall we prove, how far his ſecret Flame 

e | 
Xe me treſpaſs on 

This Way I ſee old ——— 

He comes, by my Appointment, to 

Of Gm Maths Gorge bf ha. 
Ard hopes, your Authority will right him. 

— Nan rogbs 

Ag. He's here, with all the Panties, to aucad you 


Euter Corydon, Phillida, Cimon,. Mopſus, Dams, 
and other Shepherds. 
8.2 Sew Gl ets wt ay 
welcome! 


when hone emit; — 
Cor. Ah! my good Lord, I bave no Skilltofſpeech i, | 
Tut Grief at Heart will always find a Tongue. FTW 
dy Lon, this home-deed Maid 1 calb-cy Bungfan, 
err z now I 
Would gladly ſee her well diſpos'd in Marriage. 
And ther the mints te; tis © HH a 
F have declar'd one Half of what I have 
Her Dow'r, in preſent; at my Death, the ft. 
tis true, is little; but ſtill, the Half is Haft 
Now here, fo pleaſe you „ I have found her our 
A Pair of wholeſome Youths, to take her Choke os 
Brothers they be, Sons of my Neighbour Dore, 


This is call'd Cincn, and the younger W 


Fedeizes off 
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Means, and Manners, ſuit her — 
by ok preſto Hears wr ſer = 


yy 3 "Hoh! . 
That Fool my Brother's always in the 
| Or. By! fy! A! now. thon art worſt has ho. 
Arc. On with thy Tale 
| 0 .. Now, Sir, theſe Lads, 1 
Were nothing in the way to crofs their ip. 


rr 

M fur here, here, an't you, hes our Grief? 

„ The wi'fut Girl is ſcornſul to them both. 

me ind why ? becauſe, ſorſooth 1 flie loves another? 
But how ! how is her Love diſposd? Why thus? 


d you, 

amon, This p pranking Boy, this Damon here ! 
(4, 

24 

fare * 


game ſome 
vi Scngs, ant Gambols, has I think bewitch'd here · 
lis Pipe, it ſeems, has play d her ſweeter Sounds, 


ay, nay, 

Gm. Well, well! Tre done: :bur lm ſure it's true tho'<- N 
Ci. 80 now will down with her but Dam. 
JM what will Damen do? Why, ruin her! | 
*, | The Lamb that's in the hungry Fox's Mouth, 
ge. 


Has little Hope to ſcape being made his * 
for he dechres be ne er intends to marry, 
242 deſies my Power to force him. 

Alurd Defiance to a tender Father ! bre. 
Now, good my Lord! tis true you're not our King, 
| ir you're a ſtronger Tye o'er ui, ouv Hearts. | 
The Man wre branded here, that ſcorn d your Pleaſure ; : 
ind the great Good you do us every Day, 

Vat make your Word go farther, than. a Law: 
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So if your Pity think my Caſe is hard, 
1 leave the Manner how, to your great Wiſdom, 

And hope your Goodneſs will prevent a Father's Soros, 
Arc. O Ren! how affecting is the T 

Of plain Simplicity- -The honeſt Wretch! 

He moves me more with Nature's 

Than all the Points of our Athenian Orators, 

Thy Grief, gooi Ceryden, I take to Heart, 

And, to my poor Extent of Power. will ſerve thee. 

Fut hear we now, what ethers may reply. 

Damon, thou"aft heard this good old Man's Complain, 

Why haſt thou dallied with this Mai s Affection: | 
Dam. My Lord, I mean the Laſs no harm, not I: 

"Tis true, I like her Lip, and fo I do | 

Some twenty others ; and twenty others may 

Have all the fame Demand to marry me! 

But, 'las-a-day ! tho” Kiſſing goes by Favour, 

A Man can't marry every Girl he kiſſes! 

Were that a Claim, then ſhe, that firſt was kiſsd, 

firſt be married ; ſo I hope, my Lord, 

1 ſhall not be bound to do One right, in wrong 

To Hundreds, that ſhould come, in turn, before her. 
g. Sircah ! thou mak'ſt thy Perjuries a Sport, 

And think'ft thy Wit excuſes Wickedneſs. 
Dam. Not ſo hard, good Maſter; for Maids ſometimes 

Are ſlippery Bits, as well as we; and he 

That has but one poor String to his Bow, if that 

Should fly, will find but ſorry Sport a ſhooting, 
22 Knave! thou'rta Nufance; all thy Neighbours 

note thee 3 

For a Foacher: When Nuts are ripe, he cracks 

You half the Apan-ſtrings around the Country. 
Arc. Gently, gon; let us ſuſpend Reproof, 

That we may hear, without Diſguiſe, his Thought. 

Well Damon, what Amends to Corydon? 

u het ſhall 1 fay Phave done to right his Daughter 
Dan, Why lat the Damſel pleaſe her ſelf, my La 
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Jou won't make Marriage, Sir, my Sentence! 
Arc. Think'f thou a virtuous Bride, a Puniſhment? 
pam. A Halter made of Silk's a Haker fill. 


had 28 the Song wiſely lays, my Lord. 


. 

The Man, for Life, 
That takes 4 Wife, 

Is like 4 thouſand diſmal Things : 


A Fox m Trap, 


Or „ mayhap | 
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INNER the Maid; if you have ought to urge, 

t prefer your Hopes to Damon's, 

Take this Occaſion to avow your Love: | 

Tou have her Father's Wiſh, and my Proteſtion. 
Cim, Ah! Sir, an' like you, I have no Heart to ſpeak; 

the flouts, and glowts, at me, from Mora to Night. 

She how ſhe looks now! cauſe ſhe can't avoid me. | 

n, 'tis but her Maiden 


Cim. Dye think ſo, Sir? Why then I will take Heart! 
IF an old Song will do the Thing, have at her. 


AIR II. 


There's not a Swain, 
Os the Plain, 
Would be bleſt as I, 
O could you but, could you but, on me /mile: 
Bus you appear 
Ss ſevere, © 
That trembling with Fear, | 
Ay Heart goes pit 4 hat! pic @ pat! n 
| P * 
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How can you i BU © ave 


dh! Cimon, thou art ne er the nearer! 

Net thy Sighs, nor Songs, nor Sobs can move her! 
C — 

Cor. You ſee, my Lord, the * 

fis Heart is honeſtly diſpos d however. 

Arc. Perhaps ſhe may be more inclin'd to Aopſus. 

ay _ pie ay + now for thee, thy Heart ſeems 


| Mot. Ay! was always fo: I love to la 
Let things go how they will: why let her frown! 
ks B 
I gives one's Mind a little Eaſe however! 
as "twill, I ſhall have him to laugh at! 
Þ, as he's for ſinging an old Song ſadly, 
Twill be but fad, to try a new one merrily. 
3 | | . 
— AIR n. 
Ven Phillida mulks her Cow, 
How have I fload [mirking ! 
Ob! the pretty Stream would flow, 
With a Ferk, and 4 Jed in! 
Thy whiter _ too ſo heav d. 
8 Half out, and half in! | 
That of my Breath I was bereav'd, 
With @ Fit of Laughing! 
I conld not hold from 
bis! Haf out, and balf in! 
1 o 


1 
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oh! to ſee them fall, and riſe, 

I laugh'd, til I loft my Eyes: 
Half out, and ha'f in! 

W wa: the pureſt Sight, 


& gave Delight, 
* Morn to Nute, 


I cn d he died, with laughing, 
With laughing. 
Ag. Well ſaid, Mopſus / Thou ſing l it from ty 


And tis a merry one a [Her, 
Mop. crying. 
Cor. Ah! Sir, we poorSwains have but homely Words, 


To ſpeak our Minds; but what we fay, we ftand to. 
| 2 Now, my good Fiend; 


Cor. - = - - - - Phi'lida, come near 


Arc. Well, my fair Maid! is there, within 
Ought, that may contribute to thy Happineſs ? 
Of all theſe Youths, for thou are free to chaſe, 
Which is the Swain comes neareſt to thy Hean? 
Phill. Since I am forc'd to ſpeak the Truth, ay 
I own my Heart has play d a ſimple Game; [ Lad, 
} know my Father's Kindneſs means me well, 
And | could wilk I had the Power to pleaſe him; 
But I am loth to I ad a Savage Life: 
And ſure! theſe Lads were wo:ful Company. 
Cim. O ſcornful Maid ! my Heart will at wib 
Grief ! (om. 
Mop. Hoh! hoh! poor Cimon's in @ bitter taking! 


. Lab.. 
Phi'l. Twere hard to chuſe, from ſuch Extreams d 


Damon, with all his Infidelities, [Folly 


Seems not to me, Sir, half fo terrible! | 
And I am more, than much afraid, I love him! 
"Tis true, I know him fickle, falſe, . 


my Power, 


| kozin I love, and am 
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41 
4nd I have try'd a thouſand, thouſand times, 


7o fut kim from my Thoughts, bur *rwill not do! 
ben e er my Heart is open, in he comes! 


Again ſubmits, and is 


again forgiven! 
9 again forſaken ! 
let ſtill he fouls me on; and when he's abſent, - 


With Sigh, and Songs, I thus relieve my Folly. 
AIR IV. 


What Woman could do, 1 have try'd, to be free; 


Tet do a'l I can, 
1 fnd 1 love him, and th# he flies me, 
Stiil, fil he's the Man. | 
They tel! me, as once, he to twenty will ſwear : 
When Vows are fo ſweet, who the Falſhoad can fear ? 
So, when you 3 2 
Still —ſtill be's the 


II. 


1 caught him once making Love to @ Maid, 
When to him 1 ran. 
He turn'd, and be % me, then who could bm 
So cruil a Man ? | 
The next Day I found to 4 Third he was kind, 
I rated lin ſoundly, he ſwore, 1 was blind , 
Sos; tet me do what Ad 4 


23 


- 


— me bears of hi Art: 
I do what I can; 

But he has taken ſneh ho'd of my Heart, 
I doubt he's the Man! 

So ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo hind, 
He may have his Faults, but if 1 none can find, 
e 

He-— ftill is the Man. 


Ave. 
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Arc. Tae Comfort, Coryden ; all yet may mend. | 
Thy Daughter's frank Confeſhon of her Love | 
Perſuades me of her Innocence! 

And licentious Damon may deſerve 
Severe Reproof ; yet for the Maiden's fake 
(For what he ſuffers, her fond Heart will feel) 
We will not harden him, by Puniſhment, 

But rather tempt kim, by Reward, to Vine. 


Loves i= a Riborx. 


She ſquaal d, and ſquali'd , 
And the ſhe uon d, all 1 did was in vam 
Je | pleas'd ter ſo well, thas ſos bere is again ! 
Tet 1 pleas'd, &c. 
L Den hoity touy ! 
u fe 


. elles 4 4A 
An: | 0! ſuch was the Joy of eur dancing Days ! 
0! ſuch was the Foy of aur danauy Days? 


Arc. Well done, my merry Heart ! Come, Ce- bn, 
Now let us leave-theſe Lore res: oo TE. ;v 
lud he that firſt fi and ſubdued, . 
Comes Hand in Hand, to ask her Bridal "Dow, 
farther Taken ef my Love, ay {cf 

Wil crown him with a Chaplet, worth bis Wearing: 
Time! Eg. Now for the Garland ! — 


he © low! fi jump im wy Geo, 
e Sweet Vih Joy - - - - 1 (Re Cor. 
| Daw. - - - So! now have 3 probably | 

= 


il my whole Work to do over again! 
Thisdouble Dow'r, no doubt, urn her Brain, 
ind fer the Wind- mill of her Sex a going. 

411 ee. 
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Mop. Now ! Cimon, now! 
Cim. - - - - I'd rather you'd — 


cim. No, no, It II you, | ſhall never hit 


The Tune alone 
23 8 be ſure you back ms, 


Phill. How harſh and tedious is the Voice. 
2 Voice deſir d! | 


AIX VU. 


While you both pretend a Paſſion, 


'Twonld be cruel to chuſe either ; 


Lovs u 4 RID DIE. 45 
tom be filent; if Damon is inclin'd 

To ſpeak, his Turn is next, you've had your Anſwer, 
1 4% Well! let him ſpeak. ! mayhap your Face 
May get as little good from him, as ours 
Ny { From you ; 'tizn't every Man will marry you; 

? | Don't cry, Cm; it only makes her prouder. 
ihe. cin. She has given me ſuch a Kick o' the Heart, 
[| hall never recover it 5 

ball. Hark thee, Cimon ! | 

m | | like thee better than thy Brother far. 
cin. O! the Gracious! do you truly, and truly? 
al. I'll give thee Proof this Inftanc ! take him hence, 


ind keep him from my Sight, an Hour at leaſt. 
3 4 ᷣͤ rr 
* Cin. Give me thy Hand on't---- 
rb. —-Huſn! * . * 


Nie Fool! Thow're mad! 

Cim. Mad! Ay, and ſo would you 

& hs but come away. 
Na. not fo falt, 


y 1 
Never was Favour, to a Fool, ſo well 


Dilembled! -—-- 
| Phill. — Y I havelearn'd, from Diſſembling. 
lud you'll again a Elmble, to rewand me. 


Phillida » Don't I love thee? 


AIR 


46 Lovk i in 4 Riot. 


AIR v. 
Dam. 4e wah 
L 


The Heart that love: truly, all Danger def: 


The Rules of Diſcretion 
Bue fie the Fire ; 
en its Merit alone true Beaney relies. 


What Folly to tremble, 
| Left the Lover diſſemble = 
Hits Fire? a 
Turtles that woe, 

Bill and Cooe: 
While we enjoy 
We moſt be true?! 
And to regeat it, is all, 
Ml we cas ; 


Phil. "Tis thus/ thou: always haſt decoy'd-my Hear 

Thou know'ſt I love, and therefore wandt undo ne. 

cy: 
If 


A1 m. 


| | Lolefs I make 2 Purchaſe of the Whole! 
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Dew. What, not 

| a> a Hand, a Lip, for old Acquain- 
Not one poor Sample of the Grain, my Dear, 
phil. No, Demon ; now "tis ti ooling . 
caſt ws wel me, or orker lov. 
| 7 rage? thou — ſtarve me into 
tail}, Tl ſtarve my (elf, bur PII avoid al hood 
Gnze where thou wilt, I'll feed no 1 — 
—_— I wee't be pounded while 5 na 


| And good as any Meal that you can make me. 

. 
| Phill Do, leave me, do, and prove thy ſelf a Traytor! 
Faithleſs, Inhuman Dems ! by: 
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Dam. The Frowns of This, I ne'er take Ml: _ 
Where One denies, there's Two that will. 
Phill. Since Maids by Kindneſs e undone ; 
A.iew, Mankind; Il ſigh for none. 
Dam. No frozen Laſs ſhall bold me long. 
Phill. No Swann, that's faiſe, my Love ſhall una 
Dam. Farewell, farewell---—"tis time to pare. 
Phill, Thus from thy Hold, I tear my Heart. 
93 &c. 1 


; * _- . Yy * K 
" . 4 


The SCENE changes Pleeſant Goin 
— 745. Fouſe 7 


7 


PB 


2 
* 


4+, Oncomareyoutcame won ang Hy 
And what is wanting in Magnificence, 
Shall be ſupply'd in n 1. 

Phil. Your civilizd Deporument full 
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Courtiers have Arts to make their Conqueſts eaſ 
re the $h0kd, and the Graceful jor 

Our Rural Virgins muſt on ſighe ſurrender. 

phil, She not find ir to eſcape me. 

| Fx. Sure, ſhe will not find it difficult tomy! fide. 

wrong, OS CROATIA EN G2T 
Ac. She gains a Conqueſt, that's by you ſubdued ! 

Phil. Polite, and Courtly! finely turn'd, my Lord! 

a that's by you ſubdued! 
indeed! for I'm nor cafily pleas'd. 

. She is, Tm fure, that can be ploas'd with thee. 

6 ts dens ed 


. If Modeſty can charm, ſhe's loſt indeed! 

#c. Butwe delay my Daughter's Happineſs: 
four Leave a moment, to condud ber. [Ex: Arcas. 
ann. What ſudden Terrors have ofercaſt my Heart? 
. Well, Sir, we now ſhall ſee your Courtly Skill? 
In let me tell you, that our homebred Nymiphs, 
lever eafy to the humble Lover, 
(an to the Heart, that comes affur'd of Conqueſt, 

lime 2 Pride, regardleſs as the Wind, 

then on the Mountain's Head it bends the Cedar. 
de ſometimes have, in Court, a Croll, like thee. ; 
n Oddaefs of a Creature's 'pleafanr, 
Ez. Juſt as we ſometimes treat a Coxcomb here. 
now and then come to ſteal our Daughters : 


- 1 I ne'er their Sighs have much . 
” !. But, honeſt An, thou ſhalt find, we Courtiers 
ny ive ſharper Darts, than ighs, to ſhoot wich. 
dane, he Skilful do not ak, but give Reet. 
2g. Our ſimple Swains would 
a they are always humble, till the N | 
ud, and then they're grateful too. 


#6 


C 


Loves as a Mid. | 
oo O Ruſtick Notions ! 22 — 
Woman's Pride i pamper by an dm 
EI.” 
7 ſo determin d un ; 
6 4 Sir,---But ſee ! your fair Defiance. 
This, my Papers, is the Noble Youth, 7 
| . j wh ao le 
is his 1: his Appointments. equal; 


2 7*® 
#. 7 


Lan - compos'd, a boy 
Ino the Terrors 
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II not alone to- haar bat, o the Nate, 


e 4 long Pauſe, bis mis rifing gradually to 6 
Xx Zracioss Mpprobarian, hs | 3 
a las | -- - - - << b eee 


42 
2  Lovs ; 
—— Deſpair, 
* Rio 
” n n 
| „ — 4 
en 


FFrep 


IF 
Err 


45 
doubtleſs, had reſb'l 
[be 
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Phil. Poor Swain! ſome flighted Lover, I prefuine! 
x. A Lover fayour'd, or my Eyes deceive me | 2fide. 
. Tu well apply d, 4Amyntas - - - follow me. 
& Lover, Sir, like you, that knows the Coaſt, [ Te Phil. 
Needs not a Pilot, when ſo near the Shore: 


Lovs i# 6 Rivors' 


Stranger, «1 

* ? Can it be? > 

was Leave too, that Amyatas | 
Encou Sie — 
Take heed, fond Heart, nor flatter thy Nefires, x 
Let Time, that undertakes thy Fates conſirm it. | . 

Phil. Relieve me, Ni. I defire thy Pete 
Without a Friend, a Miſtreſs lofes Raft 
Her Charms. ' I love a Witnefs of tay Power, 
For what's a T 
wx" Tu Er f. 
g. Sir, * 

* MR r 2 


May, in her turn, have Cauſe to 


For I perceive not yet, you've ſaid one Word, | 
So much to raiſe her Merit, as your own. 

PII. Why-- no-- not but! des 
Had Power, and that's ! The Art of Love 
Is not to praiſe your Fair One to a Goddeſs, 
But to dM dvr hes Pride, with Admiration, 
And be yourſelf the Object of Defire. . 
. Ay! chere! you have, beyond Belief, ſucceeded. 
Phil. Bur I have farther Subject for her Wonder. 
Now, Lene 
Bur yet to ſhew the Value of your Conqueſt, | 
Permit me, to inform 96 


*. 


„ 


where there's no Spetter? 


Lovs x 4 Ribor k. 17 
Of a fam'd Reman Beauty, who at corinch 
Hearing of my intended Marnage, took | 
Mortal Draught, which ended, with hee Hopes 

"I Of me, her Life; and in ber lateſt Pangs, 

» | Tuving h-r faint complaining Eyes upon. | 
I Farewel, vain faithleſs World, ſhe 64 14. 
IIA Vidun to Papiliy's Cruelty?! 

| Poſh. Fats? 2 


T+:.---- The Name her Fondneſs gave me. 
Ae. Fatilio! SE 


ak | 2.-- - Yer © Bane Boneltontc.. 
Obſerve its melting or hey "FI 
Sare, twas the gentleſt Creature! 8 
=_ To give her, even in Death, her due Revenge, # 
j And wow pomp" her paiſion, I | 
{| Compou'd an Ode, which the fam'd _h 
eter? | With Pride have own's. © Sappho might | 
* own'd, and not have wrong d her 
Gr far raf. May we intreat the Favour, 
Phil. My Voice, I doubt, 
| Jut what that wants, 


- 


36 Lovs v Riot. 
. This is indeed 2 doleful Dirty, Sir. 
at. How could you let ſo foft a Creature periſh) 
Phil. Love, like Ambition, raſhly feeks its Ruin 
Her Fondneſs ſet no Bounds to her Deſire. 

She graſp'd at more, than was her 
Was mine a Heart to be imgroſe d by One; 
Where a whole Court had equal Claim to Favour? 


Hi zT 


Phil. And why, my Fair, ſo ſuddenly tranſpenel! 

143 you then think, a Heart, like your, 
In Cyuelty, could find Reception here ? 

Phil. I thought a Heart fo emi graced 
Wu C. nqueſts, only could deſerve Paſtors. 

paß. No! to the Mares of your Rm Mikes, 
"That wretched Martyr of your cruel Nate, 


AIR XV. 


Phil. What new Extravagance of Love, my Fai, 
Has chang'd thy Gentlenefs to Jealouſy ? 
Can a dead Rival's Charms diſturb ther? 
J.. Yes! 


Tie 
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The Charms chat had ſo well deſerv'd thy Heart, 
Finding ſuch cruel Treatment from thy Power 
Confirm, what Charms inferior muſt expe®t, | 
And warn the Wary to deteſt thy Love! 
= Nay 3 refines to Folly. 
a pw * B2es : 


bil. ---'Tis true! the Tender in ber He 
r 
Muſt be recall's, and foftned to her Wiſhes. 


But, from your Sight to fly, 
Is mere than Love, or Life, can bear ! 
* 
| your * | 
7 hit ſe by 1 fo : 
1 4 ; 
22 8 eves the Tei-. 
., How, gn, ſhall I rid me of this 


The more his Love's abus'd, the more his Pride 


ny Fac, 


» Aud to pur 
my Conqueſt—thus---- 
Paſt. - - - - - » - - - - Forbear! 


Te Cs Since, 


53, Love 2 Rrovre. 
Since, Sir, I find your 

Yourtelf can take 2 1 
Enjoy your Happineſa, but moleſt not mine. 
Admire your ſelf, and ſhew a manly Spirit? 

. Defpiſe my Frowns, and © me Scurn foe Sears, | 

Fly to ſome nobler Heart taſtes your Mert, 
And leave Faſfora to bemoan her Folly. 

Ag. Troth, Sir, 1 think "would be a fair | 


8 


Revenge. 
Fhil. =o. F know what Meaſures will be. 
come me. ; 


AIR XVII. 
Paſt, Bone hapty's the Man, that like you, Sir, 
His pretty dear Perſon admires! 
i ho, when with the Fair it won't do, Si, 
Content ts his Idol retinas. © © 
Die turns io bus ah 
Where, in bis fevees Face, 
Such raviſhing Beauties diſcloſe ; 
—— 
1s 
Ko Rival will ever oppoſe. 
Bat when to 4 „ Preender, 
Poor Mortal, he on 4 Shelf! 
Few little a Thing will defend her 
From one, that makes Love to A 


R 
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Lovs is «a RiDbvie. 
| AA. © Ad * 2) 222 
s 8 » & > 1 +: > 

e SCENE Sag 10 

| 4 


an outward Part 


There, i aſt ant, ſhall Poffers find thee. ¶ Ii Aras. | 
wm ——— my Fate do with me! O fan! 


the generous 
as igh Task impos'd? . What Power can favetice! 
| Muſt 1], if true to — 4-- y— veond 
Or true to ras, Paſtere | 
Nay, what would Falſhood, if . 


ſharper Pain, 
Bebo happy, 
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| Wa cur, mine, 4 Fate more ſrvert 
To gerifo = tha, o do by Dear | fk, 
Pf. Se, roms Amymaar Voice, and Love that 
1 3 
| 4 $cundili-boding wo the loſt Sas! 
| bear ſome Nymph unknown has ſeiz'd his Heart, 


It muſh be ſo! all but too well agrees 
Vith what my Father, knowing, has iajoin'd. 


= Yet why is mine this Tack 3 He could not, ſure, 


Suppoſe 
1 He would not then 
For often has he warn'd me to 


A for me! Ah, no, 
ve ſent me to relieve him! 


My Birth, and ſhun the humbler Swains beneath me: 
Which, to this Hour 1 have obferv'd, with Sorrow. 
Howfar this ſweet Occaſion, to reveal 


Ky Pain, I may refiſl--- I dare not think on! 
| Yet (ure no Pain exceeds canceal'd Deſire. 
| AIR XX. ä 
bie Groves alone hear me complain, | ped * 
Like the Lily, when Z I pine, — * 1 Ta 
How "cars bis Heart ever be mine ? Fra 


o Cupid ! aſſuaꝶ what 1 ſeel, 
Tince my Fart is but loving too well : 
0! let my Diſtreſs to conceal, 
Be leſs than the Pain is to tell. 
. [ Amyt- 


6 Loves ov a Nodrt. 


* 3 - Thy St zins ronfeß d . 4 
Am. If chat were Proof, thy strains confelvd the 
* —— 
Poſt. We often ſing of Sorrows not our owl. - 

Am. Of ſuch, paſtors, might Amyntas ſing. 

Paſt. May we then hope that neither of us love? 

Am. If both could love wich Hope, twere hap: 

ier ſtill! | l 

Paſt. Bur that alas! for e ers ny aff 
Compell' d by frowning Honour to deſpair ! 

Faft. Do'ſt thou then love 
Am. Were that my ai 


4 


Fo | 
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for, in Acadia, the has no Superior. 

raft. And therefore is the Wes hides her Moors, 
Am. O Love! how equal are our Woes, and yet 
How oppolice their Cauſe ! | 
Paſt. - - - -, = on Woes, {© like, 
| „ be told. 


— 


AIX III. 


— — ie religves me to ſos, 

That the Swain, who infifts it, conceives nee 'tis He. 

The Swain that ſubdues me 1 dare not reveal ; 
That Im ben ere he woes me, I tremble to tell: 


talen. 

ace on 

FITS The' my Run is freue, x0 Weakneſs 1 bow ; 
* 

7 

n 

© ther. 


Ti enough, that I love, and too much he 
Thi" my Dr 
That e. 252 i He. . 


| | Am. And yes Paten fare, might wail 5 Friend, 
A Friend to receive the Secret! l: 

| Paſs. Is not my Charge the ſame on thee, 8 
Am. What Evil can, attend thy firſt 


Paſt. Till I firſt know £4 Heart, Flame 
. * . 


AIR XL, 


Am. Od. be @ Swain's Dear 
Weg bp ny Fear / 


lau, 


Cupid, % 4 Swain Deſpair ! 
Pat Cure e Love, or bill my Fear ! 
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. I love, 
May for Me my Anguiſh prove. | 
Paſt. Amn, 2s thou wow dſt preſerve my Pace, 
— How is the Precipice I ſtand on! 
But yet remember, O! too curious Maid ! 
When I lie daſh'd and dead with my Deſpair, 
"Twas not my own Preſumption, but thy Will 
That ſore d me on my Fate! and w confeſs, 
My tortur'd Heart — has long ador'd h 
- What have I heard, Amynear ? --- 
O cruel Mai! 
Why woudl thon drive we 16 this — 
Paſt. Thet chaſe hind Zune age fave Un, 0 | 


Our H 
Is one! 1 yielded 

Can pay the Pains thou haſt endur'd for me, 
Let thy own Wiſhes form thy own Reward! 


„rarer 5 


- Þ 


Ferit Trerr zr 
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had reach the fared Lover en madd 

But when with Virtue aided, you ſubdue, 
Long will your Swains adore, and be true? 


Then, like Pafers's, may your Flames be ond, 
20 CEA AIAN 


ACTW. SCENE I, 
Arens and Egon is the Gardes. 


any ES, pm, I or heard it all! Conceal'd 
„ ſcarce the Sun or 


Cal ire, | my Ears were Winn of their Loves 
—_— the equal Conflict of their Hearts, 
Senſe? Find, mai unknowing that their Flames were 
| Alternate Duty labour'd to conceal : 
| Such Innocence and Virtue. me Pain, 
_ To ſee the dread Suſpenſe of their Deſires! 
wh Iut when to their Amazement, they diſcover'd, 
* How 1 » for Heart, their Hopes had lan- 
e 
And gave my Eyes the Softneſs of a Lover. 
Xx. Here, we perceive how Blood ſuſtains the Mind. 
= 3 —— 
Her Heart is charm'd by Merit, in its Weeds; 
While cold lexcke, unſubdu'd by Fortune, 
Maintains the Native Station of her Race, 


Nor 


66 Lon s n 4 Rippiy. 


Nor bends her Merit to ſuperior Birth, 
Arc. Her Coldneſs ſhews, at leaſt, the honeſt f 
Of Victue knows its wend, and wit he many. | 
Ag. Thus Nis, too, unheedful of her Formae, 
She wo he thinks Virtus is the nobleſt Dower. 
Arc. All, all, my Friend, advances t our Wilker ; 
And let me fay the Merit of their Love 
Were loſt, had not theſe Trials prov d their Virwe ! 
And yet -- the ſtrongeſt, Zgos, is to come, 
The -hid Secret of their Birth ! how that 
iſcover d may affect zheie Conſtancy - -- 
Eg. My Lord, you nouriſh Fears, which 1 alodr 
Should feel-; if akerd Birth 232 * 
| Paſſions, defpile * 
Yours might, indeed, the Race of Enn. 
Loſt hi and Paſtors may be wretched : 
_ Amynias and Ianthe chuſe e their Fate. 
_ r Hearts will fill te 
" 5 * 
— form a Four aint tm! 
A-while, 8 ee ene 
That's- the worſt Conſequence that can befall a. 


4. Thy fanguine Temper, A, always dan 
nach, : 


Be Ipbi then our next immediate Care. 
Is he yet Maſter of n, Riddle? 

Ze. That's my — — 
To give her ſeign'd Reſentment Time to cool ; 4 
And fave th Appearance of offended Virtue. 

Arc. Where is Jlanthe now ?- -- 
1 E ker; A collefing Herbs 
H 
| Of fanative and virtual Power, which bse 

In Charity ſometimes adminiſters 25 WR 
To helplots Swaine, when Sickaebs, —-— 
| Confines them to their Coro, unf for Labour 1 


1.8 uten, in h — race ſhores my Breach, 
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Inr-where has this pats'd his lonely Hour: > 


Arc. This Morn, I was inſorm' d be had been ood 
zelore the-Dawn, upon the Southern Cliff. 


| whoſe. lofry Head looks down apam the: Sea: :: 


There peukave, amd alone; in indien P. h, 

He lay, 4nd wund the Swains to leave . 
g. Love and the Riddle give him full ment, 
Arc. Perhaps roo mach: | therefore * — 

Ol Cerydon, with others, to obſerve 

His Purpoſes, and wars him — — 

Aieady he's rad Nor, Cr "SE 


g Enter Corydon. 


| «tac News of bes + kat thou found hint 


Cor. - - Found him ? 
Av, my good Lord, he's found, but 3 andin 
Ke has loſt himſelf— Oh! —— wehatdpamaen 


4rc. Explain! be brief, good om 


Cr. Na, na,, 
—————ůů winded Speackee. 
Eg. Speak, Man- 


upon your gaudy Boſom 


FE 
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& 1434 

4111 

2 T 

311 

17421 

8 8 


Lovs is « RivvpLz. 6g 
ime | cw. - - - - - Net I, in woch ! 


| oh GOT gels 
at 
ling? | Cor. Yes, yes, the Moon is pale indeed! -— alas! 
zee | 

ongue to me --- Muſick without M 
nN nnd denn 


e ak me! ſhe froms, the flies me! 
| Down! down! ye Virgins, and He 
A wain's Defpair ! mel her obdurate Heart, 
nd bend the Goddeſs ton human Piry * 


Py + WY 
O genes Orpheus! u H. 
ain, 
Tureling.] Teach me; Goddeſs, to adore thee ! 
S | 
Let his freaming Tears imp'ore thee, 
| To relieve @ Greding Heart, | 
> Rain o remit thy dreadful Sentence 
= On 4 Crime, that call d thee Fai 
howers, 
ad you weeds | 
we | Gantly drop is an wy 


„ [ns foo es the des of Area 


\#c. © pious Youth! O Zges! ns now | 
Z Hope > 
FW bot tos refin'd a Prudence? 

orrow'd, — ths Malady may pſy 

lud Ipbis yet recover to our Comfort. 

-qrydon. N 


0 
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When Life's in doubt, [{Extreaus mitt. be A 
Sawthe :meait. be found ; on her alone 6 
Depends the Ruin, or Relief, of Ib. Io 8 
| * lead bim to 
y felf and thaſe our Friends will ſearch the Gra 
Aa bring her with releming Tears, e him. 
\ #xic' Mig. andh a6; 
Are. Ha! he revives! af me, Opn? = 
1 1. um, 
annst where? Orne 
She's fled ! fhe's tot! the mould ring; Clouds dere, |, 
And the gay 'liquid 'Phantome is no more? 


it l CYATS OW. a; KELLEY 
The SCENE changes to @ Grow. 


Enter lande with a Servant, bearing he Gr, 6 
they have been. gathering, - — 
. ; 
8 Home, and fort them 2 drefted 
1 ne Mong 
* I am 

Ie 
Les, Jovely Youth, with Sorrow I conceve 
Thy Pains for me; Aenne 
Of thoſe e og her ſelf Unpolesf -: {0 
For fure, © bear Dildaia unmerited, 4 hy —_— 
Ts leſs Compundtion to the generous Mind, | 
Than to diſguiſe, 
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* 
N 


drawn, are ml no-the Mark! f 
Fondling !--—-how: Sighs mthant me 
Methinks I fer her, on ſome f ry Bank | 


, , 


72 Lors a Riots. 
Now with Deſire her downy Boſom heaves, 


While Sighs diffus d enbalm the ambient Air. 
And yet I fee her not—-ſhe cannor for 
Be a ſoſt Strain 


May raiſe her from her Woes, to wakeful Joy, 


Care. 
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, 
lime no Thoughts like thoſe to gratify: 
lit me to retire This fruitleſs Talk 
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— 
1 


Can you be pleaſed, aubil/ you give m f f. 
Phil. Yet hear me - - - - ny, Weep not - -<- rin 
Ian. O Sir, you are born above me! " 
Phil. Pretty Maid, I. I make thee greas. 
Jan, Leave me to my lowly Fate. 
Phil. - What can move you . 

Pretty Maid, 1'll make thee great. 
Ian. Leve me to my lowly Fate, 

If you love me! 


Phil. By — a Beanty even of Nau 


Tf Gold, or Golden Promiſes can wooe, 
From hence, to Corinth, will I tempt her Vi 
And leave Faſtera to repent her Coyneſs. + 
Why, my fair Virgin, thus o'ercaſt with Sorrow? 
Look up, and meet thy Happineſs in Smiles! 
In me, kind Fortune waits upon thy Wikhes ; 
To raiſe thee from theſe humble Plains, o A. 
To Pomp, to Pleaſures, and lucurious Life! 


AIR v. 


Ian. Bright Gold may bs too dearly bought: 

4h! then how vain the Show ! 

Content and Virtue be my Ta, 
Tho ner ſo low. 


on 2 
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| rhil. Miſtaken Maid, thy rural Liſe obſcur d 


Us ſhewn thee nothing of the greater World! 
Our Palaces have Joys unknown to Groves! 


(one circling Round of Splendor and Delight 


fils up the dalliant Meaſure of our Hours! 

Tie menial Sun himſelf attends our Pleaſures, 

vith bright Meridian Beams begins our Mornz 
1:4 when, with Night, our dusky Noon comes on, 
7apers reſplendent blaze another Day! 


Til ſated with the various Midnight Revel, 


Iryriſing Phoebus lights us to Repoſe 
17hen folded in the happy Lover's Arms, 


heh am rous Dame hides from excluded Light 
fer glowing Bluſhes, till the Noon-tide Morn. 


dich are the Joys, fair Nymph, reſerv'd for thee. 


iy then theſe abje@ Plains, and ſeize thy Fortune. 
lan. What ſhall I ſay ? how anſwer, or avoid him? 
1133 [ Aide. 
Nil. Think well, my Fair, who, and what Grandeur 
courts thee. 


lan, To tell me how my Heart deteſts his 
Way irritate his Pride to Infolence ! [Love Aſide. 
euer to tempt his Pity, than his Anger, J 

Phil, Haſt thou no Heart, or is it form'd of Marble > 


A I R VI. 


1 0 with a ſofter Fondneſs it may wooe thee. 


kiln, | Ian Ay ſimple Heart is fled away, 
| 


Nor Twas it made of Stone : 
Ten come too late, alas the Day? 
Too late by One. 


Phu, What bold preſuming Swain ſhall dare 
ſtand the Rival of my Flames avoy'd? 

ay ; this artful Story is but feign'd, 

ir my yielding Heart to Jealouſy, 


D 3 


AIR 
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AIR VII. 


Tan. Mas ! 1 own, with weeping Eye, 
Tour ſeſteſt Vows are vam: 
The more you ſigh, the more muſt 1 
In Tears complain. | 


To 4 ble Love mcline. 


AIR II. 
Ian. Is Pity, O! my Pain relieve! _ 
Nor preſs a Heart, not mine, to gue! 


Should I, for you, inconſflant prove, 
Too ſoon might Scorn ſuceced your Lu 
How could you bear a Maid untrue? 
Whoſe wavermy Heart 
From Truth muſt part, 

And firſt be falſe, ere kind 1 you! 


Phil. Has Cupid, then, no Sway ameng your Fi 
Or, are you all to Veſtal Flames devoted. 
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nat Dignity and Merit thus are flighted! 
tall I return to Corizeh a rejected Lover; 
bout one ruin'd Heart to mourn my Parting ? 
Have 1, in Courts, been ſated with Succeſs, 
lud, here, muſt, like a low-born Shepherd, pine, 
want of what were honour'd by Acceptance ? 
un. O! then be conſcious of your Worth, and 
| ſcorn me! 
Phil, No, froward Maid; I know your Ses 
Wiles ! 


Theſe painted Terrors would excite Compaſſion, 


ind ſooth my Fervour, into lingring Hope; 
Ii I'll cut ſhort thoſe cold Formalities 


n W 1 
| The kind Excuſe of Violence to hide "_ 
* — 8 


* i Ye — Powers of Innocence, me ! 
['phis raſhes in, preſenting his Spear to Philaurus, 
I++. Hold! Raviſher! forego the frighted Maid, 
Or, to thy Traytor's Heart, receive my V 
Mil. Confuſion ! am | by a brav'd? 
lan. Hold, Ibis, I conjure thee ! O ! expoſe 


4 
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If, after, what theſe conſcious Groves tell hey 

1 have poſſeſs d, thy groſs, contented —4 

Con ſeaſt on thy Superior's Waſte of Riot, 

Enioy thy Wiſh, and rid me of Satiety ! 

Ieh. Thou lyeſt, infernal Traytor » - . 

IM. on - Ha! fo brave! 

.. More impotent in Malice, than Pretenſigg! 
Her ſpotleſs Fame defies thy fland'rous Tongue. 
1 heard her ſhricking in thy horrid Gripe ! 

] ſaw Averſion ſparkling from her Eyes, 

And pale Abhorrence ſhuddering at thy T 
As if ſome writhing Serpent had embrac'd her. 

Fhil. Tis well, fond Youth! then be it ſo! ſhe lil 
Is chaſte - - Me ſhe avoided - - - right! believe fa! 
I only boaſted, to inſult thy Love! 

Her Virtue Kill reſerves her Heart for thee! 

1th. Inſinuating Slave! wouldſt thou, to gain 
Belief, conſe(s thy ſelf a Villain? No! | 
That the reſerves, for me, her Heart, requires 
Almeit thy Vanity o hope : But this nn 
1 know; Whoever may deſerve her Favour, 
Thy Ruffian Inſult, on her Sex and Fame, 
Deſerves my Boar-Spear quivering in thy Heart : 
But Cowardice, like thine, would ſhame Reſentmen; | 
To kill thee, were to hide thy Infamy ! 

To let thee live abhorr'd, is nobler Vengeance! | 
Pkil. Bold Minion! thou ſhalt hear of this ſeverely? 
1ph. Away! thou Vaunter of thy own Dilkanour! 

Hence! with thy Safety! let my Scorn forget thee! 

Inſolence 


Thy Eyes, and unoffended, at my Gazing ? 
Ian. That. I have Eyes to ſee, or Tongue to ſpub, 

Is owing, Ibis, to thy timely Virtue! | 

Had not thy Arm, from worſe than Death, pr eſervdw% 

jatle had, ets this, been ſeen no more:! 


Ives | 
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ren yet, I tremble at the Inſtant Horror! 

And ſcarce have Life to breathe my Gratitude. 

0 Ibis, bow ! how ſhall my Heart repay thee? 

1th. Ee but, to thy own Injunction, conſtant, 
Comply with what thy Vows have ſworn, 
and make thy his bleſt, by Heaven's Decree. 
frog In. What m ans thy Tranſport ? 
= | I. - + << 6+ Mark! mark well thy Words? 
|» When Iphis plain this Riddle reads, 
« Then, to his Wiſh, his Love ſucceeds! 

„ lun. Haſt thou then folv'd it, Iphis? - - - » 


When hopeleſs till, and, to my Fate reſign'd, 
Like thee, to chaſte Diaza's Shrine I flew, 

Imploring Succour to my Heart's Diſtreſs. 
| When, from her awful 7rizos, thus the Goddeſs, 
Inverting her Decree, explain'd my Fate. 


„ That which i Have, the Fair ſhall Give: 
That which thou canſt not Give, or ſhe Deſire. 
That which ſhe muſt not have, ſhalt thou receive, 


* That, that's the Cure thy preſent Woes requice. 
len. Haſte to expound, and cafe my Heart's Im- 
12 24 V. 
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O then repay my Woes, with Life. 
rn 
«« And in Return, which chow canſs never Gite, 

*© lanthe's Heart a Husband ſhall receive! 


Ian. O never was a Heart fo juſtly given! 
This, Ibis, is a Marriage made by Heaven! 
Canſt thou forget my Sex's coy Regard? 

. Can Love look back from ſuch a ſweet Rewad) | 


You've found yourſelf, it ſeems, the Way to cuce tim! 
Your . at laſt, 
And Love, on Thoughts, is not fo fight 
But why do 1 pretend to at her, 
When Mills hes made © Fool of me, 
Than ever held the Sex's Power in Scorn? 


AIR X. | 
Dam. Around the Plains, my Heart has rov'd: 
= my Flames approv'd: 
The Pert, the Proud, by Turns have lov'd; 
| And kindly ſi I'd my arms. 
10241 6, 1 0, 7 auth 
While This I u d, I That enjoy d, 
And ore the Kind with Kindneſs dey'd, 
The Coy reſign'd ker Charms. 


Lovs iz « RivvLs. 81 


Lies by me--- Here comes, and with her - ha- 
Her Father ! ſoft - - I'm out of Favour there! 


Lie cloſe a while, and mark what Nail's a driving. 


Enter Corydon, with Phillida. 
Cor. And I ſay, think no more of him 
IT. - = - ——ä— oo That's hard! 


He uſes Girls like Carrion: Not the Wolf 
In a Sheepfold, or hungry Fox on Poultry, 
Can make more Havock, than that wicked Rogue 
Among the Wenches Hearts 

Dam, = ---+ --- That muſt be me! 12 
t what ſays Phillida? 

Phil. - - - - - - Suppoſe this true! 
let could he, ſti, be wrought to-marry me! 


| Cor. My Patience! has he not refus d to marry ? 


Fbil. And therefore I have declar'd againſt his Love. 
Cor. Ay, ay, bur ſtill he lurk$within your Heart 
5 Ds 
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And *till you drive him thence - - - - 

Phil. - - - - -- - I firive to do it; 

And if you knew the Pain, you'd pity me. 
AIR XI. 

A thouſand Ways, to wean my Heart, 
I've try d, yet can't r:move him. 
And tho for Life, I've ſeworn to part, 

For Life, I find I love him. 
Still ſhould the dear falſe Man return, 
And with new Vows purſue me, 


His flatt ring Tongue «could kill my Scorn, 
And ſtil, I fear, unde me. | 


Cor. Conſider, Philly, if thou'rt fairly married, 
(And thou haſt choice of Cimon, or of Mopſw:) 
How happy will thy doubly Dowry make thee? 

Phil. 1 do conſider, Father; ſo ſhould you! 
As a low Fortune with the Man, I love, 
Can't make me rich; ſo Riches with the Man 
I hate, can't make me happy - - - 

Dam. - - - - - Gallant Girl! 74 
O! I could eat thy very Lips, that ſpoke it. 
Cor. See! yonder's C:men coming! For my Sake, 

Dear Phillida, give him at leaſt a Smile; 
A little Love endur'd, may teach the Boy, 
In time, to pleaſe thee - - - 


Send him to make his equal 


And, till he's found, I'Il hear what Cimon fays. 
Cor. Ah! Phillida, thou gain'ſt my Heart, II fwd | 


him. (Exz. | 
Dam. Now ſhall 1 meaſure, by their Hopes, B 


own. 


% 
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Ts ber Cimon ſinging. 
AIR XD. 


a ng 
Ti will ne'er departs” 
© let my Tears, at length, diſcover 
Or.e gentle Smile, to heal my Heart! 
Phil. Were in the World, no Man but Cimon,. 
Kone of the Fema'e Kind but I, 
With Me ſhou'd end the Name of Woman,. 
With Thes the Race of Men ſhould dis. 


cim, O cruel! Sound! falfe-hearted Phillida? 
ed, Dua thou not ſay, thou low d me better thas 
5a My Brother 2 — 


| bs of two Evils I would chuſe the leaſt, 


Say, till I'm bound to ehuſe, and then me. - 
Thy Crying makes me laugh, his ing makes 
Me fleep-—There's all the hopeful Di 


AIR IIII. 
CG Oo MA Plague is Lov 7 
os I cannot bear is : 

What Life ſo curſt can prove 
Or Pain come near it! . 
When 1 would tell my Mind, 
My Heart miſdoubts me; 


| Dr when I [peak, I find 
Ke | With = routs m6. 
ls. In vain is all I ſay. 
pes, 1 Her Anſwer ſtill is Nay : 


U diſmal, doleful Day: 
| "Ihillids few my 


8 Lo vn i= « Rivviy. 


A I R XIV. 
Mop. 4b! poor Cimon! Dud 4 oy? 


Well a-day! wipe an Eye?! © fy, Phillida 


To treat him ſo ſcorn fully, 


Simpleton, Paperskul! ! I for ever 

Think thee far the greater Fo; 

Therefore wil give thee Cauſe 
With kim to cry. 


Cim. Toll! lll! loll! dl! New I pray, 
Who has Canſe moſt to cry, ah! well-a-day ? 


Mop. I hat care 1! why let her ſcof, 


Cim. 456 por Mopſus, than rt 4 Fool! 


Mop. 1 ſay, you're 4 greater Owl. 
Cim. Nay, now Tu ſure that's 4 Lye. 


— 


= » That's 6 Lye! 
ſay, tis true. 


Did ever 4 Brace of ſuch Boobies 
The Laſs, thas deteſt; them, purſue? 
Ho: 
Phil. --- C66 

Cim. ---------0h! I'm ready to faint? 

Ba are you? 

Mop. Why tral, fe treats us bur ſo, ſo 


For my part, I think ſhe's a Devil. 


4 Woman world ſcorn for to ds ſo. | 


Cim. © Fy! fy ! ſuch Words are uncivil. 


AIR XV. [The AIR changes.] 
Phil. Give over your Love, you great Loobus, 
J hate you both, you Sir, and you too: 


un 


* 
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Prepare then, to hear Sentence. 
I'd fand en the Stool of Repentance, 
And wan for my Bantling a laber. 
Goe !--- 


Cim. ---Ob ! Wee! I'm ready to fant , 
| Bas ever 4 Slut ſo inhuman! 
Odſzooks ! let us take down her Meth ! 
_ Cim. 1 | 
> -- * me come! pſhaw waw, Man. 
mo She only has water's a Nettle. 


1 In ſhort, this won't do, Mrs. Vixen! 
. | For One of us Two you muſt now tchuſe. 
Phil. Then you are the Man that I fix on; 
| And Your---are the Fool I refuſe. 
[Strikes each a Box on the Ear. 
| Cim. Fund! 


Cim. and Mop. Go! The Devil would fly ſuch a Syouſe. 
Phil. If chere comes near ing thoſe 
N 
When Cimon and Mopſus are gone, Damon jroſents 
[- himſelf to Phillida, finging. ing 


AIR IVI. 
Dam. See! behold, and ſee! 
With an Eye kind, and relenzing, 
Damon, now, renting, 
Only true to thee ; 
Content to love, and love for Life ! 
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Dam. Thus, for Life, I take thee, 
Never t forſake thee. 
Soon, or late, 
I find our Fate, 

To Hearts aſtray, 

: Direct the Way, 

And brings, to laſting Joys, the Rover hems. 

Phil, Ever kind, and tender, 

| Conquer d, I ſurrendes: 
Frove but true, 
As I, to you, 
Fach kindling Kiſs 
Shall yield a Bliſs, 
That only, from the conſtant Lip, can coma. 


Twas the Fault of the Sex, 
Who eaſily yi-lding, were eaſy, jo coy. 
But in Love-we fill find, | 
"oY When the Heart well inclin d, 
QOze, only Qze, is the Toy. 
_ But in Leue, Ke. 


In 


| | 


\ Bd 


| 


Then, Sir, m 


Lovsz 4 Rrovvtn. &g 
hon 


The SCENE opens to the Houſe of Areas. 


Arcas and Egon come forward, and at ſome Diſtance ſtand 
Iphis wich Ianthe, and Amyntas with Paſtora. 


Ag. Now, Sir, Foreſight, and confeſs, 
That what I promis d has not fail'd our Hopes. 


Amyntas and Paſtora own their Love; 

And Iphis bas at length deſerv'd Iantbe. 
Arc. Yes, gon, now I fee the ſecret Care 

Of Providence, that forms our Happineſs, 

By Meaſures unforeſeen to human Eyes. 


Had not Philautus prov'd an impious Ruffian, 


Iphis might never have 'd his Virtue. 

Nor fair Paſtora, but by Scorn of him, 

Have ſhewn a Spirit worthy of her Birth, 

But where find Excufe, 

To ratifie thy Flame profeſs'd, Amynias ? 

Or thine, Iantle, for the Son of Arcas ? 

How may I anſwer, tothe World, my Conduct, 

In mixing ſuch unequal Blood, and Fortune? 
Am. My Lord, 4 ww 

With what is practis d in the ſenſual World, 

My Hopes are blaſted; and I ſtand condemu'd, 


| Even by my own Confeſſion, of a Crime 


Might lay an Imputation on your Pardon. 

But if (as I have often heard you ſay) | 

Man only has his Value from his Virtue, 
And that where Food and Rayment are provided,“ 
Health, and Integrity of Heart, is all 

That's needful to compleat our Happineſs : 

pleading Love has this Excuſe ; 

That tho', beyond a Life of Innocence, 3 
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2 An Anſwer worthy of thy Father's Son! 
Fear not, Amyntas, Ill ſupport thy Love. NS 1 
Arc. Ren! Thou more than Father to my Boy! Tei 
[4ſde to T 
"Tis well, Amynias : When laute has — 
Reply'd, at once, on Both, I ſhall determine. LM 


One 

That 

Obſe 

And 

| How 

Herec 

Were Charms too weak, to reach lanthe's Heart, Excel 

Till Truth, and Love, had more than once delen'd Tho 

her. Thoſ 

Arc. O! Zgon! Agen! my Contentment grow To 
Too ſtrong, to be conceal'd ! I thirſt, I burn 


To claſp my bleſſed Children in my Arms, 
And pour out all the Fondneſs of a Father. 
Am. Whence this affecting Paſſion ? 


a 
: 
Ferrer 


th 


n; 


| Than what a tender Father feels, to find 


TG: 
4 = 


IT 
5 
I 
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His Children have deferv'd them 
a <<» Ha! 
| Jan. - - - - His Children! 


Ag. What th: n remains, my Lord, butthatyou call 


| Their Merit, from obſcure Adoption, forth, 
| And let Amyntas, and lanthe know, 


What noble Blood now claims, and crowns their Virtues. 
Arc. Hear then, ye happy Lovers, and attend 
The Story of your ſtrange inverted Fortunes. 


| You often have been told that Egon, and 

| My ſelf, whoſe Friendſhip from our Youth grew up, 

la one fame Year (ſueh was the Will of Heaven) 
Buried the Boſom-Partners of our Hearts. 


One Day reflecting on the anxious Cares 


; 


4 


] 
; 
: 
2 
. 


this ſtrange Precaution: 
nfants ſhould exchange 
having no Mother's Fondneſs, 

ofe our Scheme, we thence agreed 


1 


} 


| 
18 


Ls 


— — 
#1 
8 


f 
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Imbibe the higher Sentiments of Honour. 

Now mark ! how happily the Conſequence 

Succeeds let your Amazement ſtill be mute, 

While my paternal Care prevents your Wiſhes, 

And doles you out the Bleſſings you deſerve. 

* Now, Children, form your Wiſhes, and receing 
em. 

Arc. Amyntas, to reward his Love conceal'd, 
Now enters on a Fortune, which expected 
Had loſt the ſweeter Reliſh of Poſſeſſion: 
And to exert his Gratitude to gon, 

Whole Precepts taught him to deſerve Paſorg, 
He lays that Fortune at his hter's Feet. © 
Amynas and Paſtora kneel A 
While Iphis, of lant hes Heart poſleſs'd, 
Receives the Fortune which his Love beſtow'd, 
And by — Sromes 098: honey bis Pons. | 
[Tphis and Ianthe kneel to Areas, en | 

Am. O where ſhall Duty, Gratitude, and Joy 
Find Words to utter what our Hearts conceive ! 

Bb. Amazement, Praiſe, and Admiration, fill 
The Soul with T too ſublime for Speech! 

Arc. Continue, by your Virtues, to deſerve your Pap | 


«0 
| > - - .- - » Friend! | 
* My Brother now. 


rr — MD Ag.“ 
How ſhall I thank thee, for Amynta: Joy ? ara ſeal 
| Paſt. Excel me, if thou canſt, in Love to ere 
Ibis. Ni 


Am. Do that, Iantbe, and Amn Truth * 
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AIR XVIII. 
(an. Thus we to Virtue give 
„ All that we thence receive. 
Iph. to Am. Bo to Paſtora kind, 
| Amy ntas here ſhall find 
. | bat there he give, 
Ianthe here receives. 
Am. #0 Iph. Be lanthe lind, 
Kind Iphis here hal! find 
What there he gives, 
I Faſt. Ian. Be to thy Iphis kind, 
| Ianthe here hall find 
What there ſhe gives 
Un. Thus all receive 
= The blended Foys we groe. 
Now ſay the Nymph is colde 
Iph. Who calls the Lover bold? 
Paſt. and Am. 


adi ! 8 
[End with the firſt part. 


£2, Why, ay, my Lord, here Loveappears in Triumph! 
ſpeaks from the Heart, and flames with Innocence? 
Where ſhall we find, in pompous Courts or Cities, 
deſires ſo Cordial, fo refin'd by Virtue ? | 

Arc. Where-ever Pride, Deceit, or ſordid Views 
fre baniſh'd, Egon, we fhall always find them. 
Lt us not think our Children only bleſsd, 


This Day, at leaſt, we'll dedicate to Mirth, 
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Becauſe the general World makes of Vi 
Could Villions taſte the — blk, * 
It rather, then, ten our Contentment. 
Bg. Why be it fo, my Lord : But fince Mankind 
Shew, by their ſenſual Praftice, their Miſtake, 
Let not Us grieve becauſe we can't reform them. 
Let us exult upon our Choice, and leave 
Vain-glorious Greatneſs to its gilded Wiſhes. 


And give our rural Swains a Jubilee. 
Arc. A Day like this, indeed, demands our Joy! 
Haſt thou provided, gon, for th' Occafion? 
Ag. A Moment's Patience, Sir, you'll find I've not 
Been idle--- -— [Exit Sgon. 
Arc. -—-Soft! what Swains are here advancing! 


Tv them Corydon, Damon and Phillida. 


Boy. Long live the Ever-noble Houſe of Aras! 
May bis bigh Roce, from endleſs Heirs to Heirs, 
more ſuch _ 


eg pr 2 


11 . 
Your double Dowry has reduc d the Rover, 
And Damon now is dubb'd a Husband. 
Arc. And Philiids his Bride? 

Cor. --- - - - - en ſo, my Lord. 
I faw the Prieſt this Moment join their Hands. 
As for their Hearts, why Troth! they cen muſtd, 
Like other honeſt Folks, and take their Chance. 
Are. In earneſt of my Promiſe, Damon, wear 
This Ring; and be a Partner of our Joy. 


2 Ha ! hat 


Sr 
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d like to ve brought you, here, a Gueſt, my Lord ! 
| | hes ws have added r 


1 


Km. al With all my Heart! There En find Beanies | 
91 r 
Ive brought you, Sir, a Troop of jolly Swains, 
a Who promiſe — Let us 
Sit down, and take W for their Merit. 
LA Dance, and Chorus of Shepherds, &c: 


Arc. c 


To conſecrate our Children's H 
In theirs, methinks, — 2 returns : 
While Tranſport flows ia Veins, almoſt our own, 
We ſhare the Harveſt, which our Cares have ſown, 


are 


Sung by E G ON. 


IN 
5 Like, to your Maas, a Sallad; | 
Permit us then, kind Gentlemen, 
To try aur Skill, by Ballad: 
I bile Ton, to grace aur Native Lays, 
As France has done before us, 
Belle, Beau, and Cit, from Box and Pit, 
All jon the Folly Chorus. 
Chorus. While You, to grace, Or. 


Poor Engliſh Mouths, for Twenty Tears, 
Baus been fout up from Muſick; 
| But, thank our Stars, Ontlandiſh Airs 
At laſt baue made all Tou---ſick. ; 
When warbling Dames were all in Flamty 


Chorus. Then, Free-born Boys, all make a Noiſe, 
As France has done before us; 
With Engliſh Hearts, all bear your Parts, 


C E Songs, . to Plays, are now-a-dayi; 


EPILOGUE. 


Sweet Sound on languid Senſe beſtow'd, 
Is like a Beauty married 
To empty Fo, who talks aloud, 
W bil all ber Charms are Buried. 
- } But late Experience plainly ſhews, 
| That common Senſe, and Ditty, 
Have raviſh'd all the Belles, and Beaux, 
And charm'd the chaunting City. 
Chorus. Then, Free-born Boys, cr. 
Mul New Delight, we've try'd To-night 
Our utmoſt Skill to win ye ; 
Our only Pray'r is that you'd ſpare 
Poor Signior CIBBERINE. 
If what h has done can warm the Town 
To ſet up Engliſh Dirty, 
You'll all confeſs, A has nos done leſs, 
| Than had his Muſe been Witty. 
Cherns, Then, Free-born Boys, &'s 


